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Summary 


When Alina finds out she seriously considers killing Mal. She could make it look like an 
accident she’s sure. Of course, that would rather defeat the point since she’s mad that he’s 
going to get his fool self killed — but somehow she’s more comfortable with the thought of 
being the one to strike the killing blow. 


Notes 


Title from Here Comes Trouble by Neoni because it was playing when I had to come up with 
a title (I am predictable). 


Did I post a different pairing for this fandom yesterday? Yes. Am I halfway done with a fic of 
a third pairing from this fandom? Also yes. Do I foresee any sanity returning? No. 


Look you guys, a new fandom means I need to do three things: Soulmate AU, Supernatural 
creature AU, Canon? I don't know her... 


So, you know, look forward to the last of those coming soon to a computer screen near you. 


in which she's fairly sure she's going to die 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


When Alina finds out she seriously considers killing Mal. She could make it look like an 
accident she’s sure. Of course, that would rather defeat the point since she’s mad that he’s 
going to get his fool self killed — but somehow she’s more comfortable with the thought of 
being the one to strike the killing blow. 


Although honestly, when she saw his expression when the new Grisha rolled into camp she 
probably should’ve expected it. 


The fact that his two idiot friends sign up as well doesn’t make her feel significantly better. 


And it’s not that she begrudges the Grisha their need to survive — and there hasn’t been an 
incident in years (not since General Kirigan took over, if rumor is to be believed) — which 
are all things she’s normally proud of and willing to point out to the superstitious among the 
cartographers but — but normally they’re not getting their meal from her best friend. 


He’s nervous, when he tells her, that he won’t be accepted. But she knows he’s exactly the 
strong type that they encourage to apply and — 


Unlike her. Sickly and pale. 
So this is one place she can’t follow him. 


Which doesn’t mean she doesn’t lurk outside when she knows he’s going in — and yes, 
technically she’s closer than they’re supposed to be to the Grisha tent but — 


“What do we have here?” 


Alina closes her eyes on a wince. Most places she gets overlooked, but of course the Grisha 
tent only expects beautiful people in and around it and she doesn’t qualify for that — 


“I’m sorry,” she tries for vapid, “I seem to have lost the mess tent, could you direct me?” 


The two men — Grisha, rather — she turns to see are definitely not buying what she’s 
selling. 


“Looks like a little mouse to me,” the one on the left says and she hastily averts her eyes back 
to the one on the right. Both are tall and solid in a way that seems like it belongs more on a 
farm than a battlefield, but the one on the left is scowling and looks fierce with his military 
haircut whereas the one on the right has allowed his hair to grow out shaggy and seems more 
amused. 


If she’s getting out of this without being thrown in lockup for the night it’Il be due entirely to 
the one on the right. 


“I’m sorry, really,” she tries again, clasping her hands before her and taking a step closer to 
appeal to them, “I was just curious and I know I’m not supposed to get so close but —“ 


The one on the right takes a jerky step forward, nostrils flaring and gapes at her and she 
becomes immediately self conscious — why is he staring at her like that? Does she smell? 
Oh Saints she smells — which, well, the bathing facilities are only available to the 
cartographers three times a week and she does use it every time and try to clean as best she 
can with the basin in between but there’s only so much she can do and — it’s not her fault! 


“Tvan,” he says, which must be the name of the mean one — and then he reaches out and 
grabs his companion and drags him forward a step and his nostrils are flaring as well and — 
oh no. That is not revulsion on his face. 


What if she was always told to avoid the Grisha because they secretly love to drain sickly 
little girls and this is how she’s going to die? 


She’s going to haunt Mal forever if he gets her killed like this. 


Ivan swears — at her, she thinks, but she hardly has time to be upset about that before he’s 
grabbing her by the arm and dragging her towards the tent. The other one — still unnamed — 
grabs her other arm and when she tries to fight them they literally lift her up so her feet aren’t 
even touching the ground and — 


This isn’t fair — “Let me go!” she tries, but even as she speaks she knows she’s not going to 
get any help. The Grisha are winning the war for Ravka and a law unto themselves besides 
and everyone knows to ignore any suspicious sounds from the Grisha tent. 


They don’t take her to the tent she’d been lingering outside of — the one the volunteers had 
gone into — instead circling around it and through more tents and then there’s the solid black 
tent and — 


All of the fight goes out of her and she hangs limply in their grasp. 


She thought maybe she was being overly dramatic thinking she was going to die, but she 
really is, isn’t she? 


The opening on the tent — for all that it’s the most grand tent in the camp — is too narrow 
for all three of them to fit through — and she’s placed back on the ground and shoved 
unceremoniously through it. But the realization that she’s going to die, genuinely, has taken 
all of the bones from her legs and she goes sprawling on soft furs and — 


There are dark shoes in front of her. 


“What,” says a dark voice to match the dark shoes and hell if she’s going to die she might as 
well see him up close instead of from a distance between a crowd. So she tilts her head back 
to see the gorgeously terrifying face of the Darkling — General Kirigan — as he stares over 
her head at her two escorts, “are you doing?” 


“We found her,” says the mean one — Ivan, “outside the feed — outside tent A7 and just...” 
he must make some motion because he trails off without further explanation but she cannot 
take her eyes from the General. 


“Who are you?” he asks her, looking down at her (he's even more gorgeous close up) and 
holds a hand out towards her. And yeah, she’s sprawled on the ground and it would be polite 
to take his hand but all of the stories say he can be-spell with a touch and — 


She tries to make it subtle that she’s trying to avoid touching him as she pushes herself to her 
feet and dusts herself off like she could’ve possibly gotten dirty from the soft rugs and furs 
instead of dirtying them (which she most certainly has). “Alina Starkov, sir,” she says, and 
then belatedly sketches a quick salute. 


His lips twitch and he takes a step closer to her and then freezes — and as he freezes all of 
the air in the room vanishes and she’s gasping, pressing a hand over her heart and — 


“Oh my treasure,” his voice is coming from a very long way away, and there’s a moment of 
white pain in her temples and then blinding bliss and she can smell the most delightful scent 
— like sunshine and rain and fresh baked bread and hugs and curling up warm with a book 
and the first hint of frost and lightning and — 


There’s something being held to her mouth and it’s that scent and it’s delicious and she lets 
her mouth close over it and there are arms around her and a voice at her ear and — 


When she comes back to herself she’s clasped firmly against the General’s chest and his 
voice is a rumble against her ear and her hands are locked on his wrist, holding it to her 
mouth and — 


She pulls back slowly and his wrist is still bleeding sluggishly and she can’t help but lick it 
and watch the wound close and — 


“Back with us, darling?” his voice asks and she looks up into his dark, dark eyes and can see 
herself reflected back, glowing and beautiful. 


Chapter End Notes 


Alright, hear me out....what if the Grisha were vampires? 
... Yeah, that's the end of the thought. 


But do I have a *lot* of thoughts about how their powers, etc. are different in this 
universe? Yes. So many. Just all of them. But I couldn't work it in gracefully so fuck it. 
Maybe I'll do a follow up or maybe I'll just vomit headcanons somewhere. We'll see. 


I exist on Tumblr, so come and ask me questions and chit chat, etc. etc.: writing tumblr 
here or normal tumblr here, pick your poison. 


in which carriage rides are more uncomfortable than cart rides 
somehow 


Chapter Summary 


It is bizarre to be in a carriage and not be pressed shoulder to hip with her fellow 
cartographers — although it was almost always a cart and a cart does feel different than 
a carriage — which isn’t to say that the others riding in the carriage aren’t all snug 
together, but she’s got plenty of elbow room. 


She’d take a little less elbow room if it would stop Ivan from scowling at her, but that 
doesn’t seem like a deal she knows how to make. 


Chapter Notes 


Okay, so this mostly goes out to the nonnie on tumblr who asked for headcanons and 
motivated me to write a whole second chapter. I think I know where this is going, which 
me luck. 


Casual reminder that this is definitely based off the Netflix show with copious googling 
to figure out what things are called. Also, I know it seems like it's following canon right 
now, but it is really not going that direction. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It is bizarre to be in a carriage and not be pressed shoulder to hip with her fellow 
cartographers — although it was almost always a cart and a cart does feel different than a 
carriage — which isn’t to say that the others riding in the carriage aren’t all snug together, 
but she’s got plenty of elbow room. 


She’d take a little less elbow room if it would stop Ivan from scowling at her, but that doesn’t 
seem like a deal she knows how to make. 


He seems to be holding her personally responsible for not being identified as a Grisha before 
this, but as she’d tried to explain, today was the first time she’d ever smelt blood and 
hungered. 


“Yes,” the Darkling — General Kirigan? — she’s not entirely sure what to call him, had 
agreed, “unless Grisha had been bleeding around you, which seems unlikely, you wouldn’t 
have noticed.” 


And she had tried to ask him why — she’d tried to ask him lots of things — she’d been tested 
like all of the other children, the matron cutting a finger and waving it before their faces. And 
because in Keramzin they never wanted to do things halfway, she’d been tested that way at 
six and seven and eight and nine and ten — which wasn’t even counting all the other times 
she encountered blood as a child with scrapes and cuts from all the other orphans. But 
nothing had ever triggered her in all of those years — at least until he — the general — 
Kirigan? — had shoved his blood under her nose. 


But he — the General, she decides, the Darkling sounds like a fairytale villain and he hasn’t 
invited her to use his name — had kissed her on the forehead and bundled her into a carriage 
and hadn’t answered any of her questions. 


And Ivan is still glaring at her so she doesn’t want to ask him. And because he’s glaring she 
doesn’t want to ask anyone else in the carriage. 


The other one who found her — Fyodor she thinks he said his name was? But it had been a 
whirlwind and she’s not entirely sure and he’s grinning at her and she doesn’t want to ruin 
that by calling him by the wrong name or asking what his name is — is sitting close at Ivan’s 
side. 


The others — three of them, two pressed up on either side of Ivan and maybe-Fyodor and one 
on the bench with her — never introduced themselves and none of them are talking and oh 
Saints they are all still staring at her. 


Although, they might be staring at her because she’s wearing the General’s kefta. Although 
that hadn’t been a choice either, since he’d wrapped her in it when her mouth was still wet 
with blood and she felt drunk and had done up the clasps before she could protest and — 


Oh Saints! She doesn’t even know where she’s going and she didn’t tell Mal and all of her 
stuff is still in the cartographers tent and — 


Mal is going to kill her. 


She opens her mouth to ask about him and her personal belongings and lets it snap shut as 
Ivan huffs and glowers harder at her. The kefta is far too big on her — she’d had to lift it up 
like a wealthy lady with a skirt and her hands kept disappearing into the sleeves — so instead 
of enduring the stares she looks down to admire the embroidery on the edges and hope that 
they grow tired of looking at her soon. 


It'll be fine. She’ll be fine. This is fine. 


38 2K 


Despite the fact that the carriage is, theoretically, a more comfortable ride than the cart she’s 
used to, there are advantages to the cart she hadn’t considered. Like the ability to get out and 
walk when she needs to stretch her legs. Or to get out and disappear into the bushes to take 
care of her business without the entire world grinding to a halt. Or even to sketch and chat 
and not feel like part of a traveling freak show. 


Alina’s legs are aching from sitting still so long and Ivan is still glowering at her — maybe 
he’s asleep and he sleeps with his eyes open? — when she works up the bravery to try to 
introduce herself to the woman sitting next to her. 


Although the woman is almost pressed up against the wall despite all the space between 
them. Which is really not a very promising sign. 


“Hi,” she tries to sound bright and friendly but thinks she might sound a little manic, “I’m 
Alina Starkov.” She presses a hand to her heart because her inclination is a handshake but she 
remembers that Grisha do not normally shake hands. (She’s not sure, however, if this is 
because they don’t like it or because, like she’d thought earlier, the power to be-spell with a 
touch is rumored to be one of their powers.) 


“TI know?” says the woman, glancing across the narrow aisle at the other woman who shrugs. 


Then both women specifically turn their attention away from her and — Alina thinks trying 
to force conversation is probably more rude, but it was nice to hear someone’s voice. And it’s 
kind of nice to have two fewer people staring at her. Even if Ivan and Fyodor-maybe and the 
other gentleman on the other side of the named pair are still all staring. 


And they are. 
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Still embarrassed by how the whole procession had stopped when she’d needed to use the 
bushes, she takes another very small sip of water and tries to ignore the dryness in her mouth 
and the slight rumbles in her stomach. She hadn’t even realized there was more than just the 
one carriage, but there are three of them and what seemed like dozens of riders as well. And 
they had all stopped. 


She really doesn’t like the fuss and Ivan had glared more — admittedly it had been at 
everyone and not just her — and one of the woman had come with her and — It’s not that 
she’s not used to having company when she has to pee on a tree, but usually she knows the 
person and they’re also taking care of business and also usually they don’t stare at her the 
entire time. 


She’d never thought she had a shy bladder until today. 


Alina never thought she’d miss cart rides where Alexi inevitably fell asleep on her shoulder 
and started to drool or she got distracted while walking and had to jog for a bit to catch up or 
the snoring and chatter and — 


Her legs still hurt, and she’s hungry, and she misses her friends and Saints, Mal is going to 
kill her — 


The carriage comes to an abrupt halt and she wonders if she somehow made that happen just 
by wanting to stretch her legs but then Ivan is out of his seat and holding a bracing hand out 
to her, “Stay still!’ he barks and she freezes. The others are all on their feet as well and she 
cannot see around them and — 


She hears the carriage door open and — 


Abruptly the carriage is empty except for her and... The General settles into the seat opposite 
her and knocks against the wall at his back. They rock back into motion immediately. He 
stretches his legs out so that his feet rest on either side of hers and though his expression 
really doesn’t change she thinks he’s pleased. 


“Are you well?” he asks, while she stares at him. She offers a jerky nod because it seems 
ungrateful to complain about too much room in a silent carriage and not being left behind by 
said carriage. 


His eyes trace her face and she tries to offer him a smile. 
“Did you like one more than the others?” he asks, like that’s supposed to make sense. 


She fiddles with the edge of her sleeve — his sleeve, really, but the one she’s wearing. He’s 
in an identical kefta and she wonders how many he has. It’s very fine and she cannot imagine 
owning one let alone multiple of such luxury. Which is at least some comfort, since she’s 
fairly sure she’s gotten mud all over the hem and it might not survive her. “Erm,” she clears 
her throat when he doesn’t clarify, “I’m not sure what you mean?” 


“You need to feed more,” he says, some of the warmth she didn’t even know was present 
gone from his voice, “to reach your full strength. Which one smelled the best?” 


Was she — was she supposed to be smelling them this whole time? That seems very rude and 
also she didn’t know — and also! Also all she can smell is him because of the kefta that’s 
around her shoulders and she’s not sure how anyone could smell better than that and besides 
it’s not like any of them bled at her. “I don’t —“ she tries, and then clears her throat and tries 
again — she hadn’t realized just how dry it had gotten, “I didn’t think any of them smelled?” 


There’s a noise from outside, or she thinks there is, and she turns to glance out the small 
window and quick as a snake there are warm fingers catching her arm and tugging and — 
The noise she makes is far from dignified in finding herself pulled into the General’s lap. 
(She thinks, while she’s sitting in his lap it might actually be more rude to refer to him as the 
General, but she’s still not sure what to do about the name issues — she introduced herself 
but he never did. Kirigan maybe? Mr. Kirigan? Do you call someone mister once you’ve 
tasted their blood? She’d thought her education was fairly comprehensive but she’s starting to 
see it might not be as excellent as she’d always thought. 


She freezes, unsure what to do now that she’s perched on his lap and not sure what to call 
him and just generally unsure, and his hand releases her arm only to start to fold up the kefta 
so that her hands can be seen. He keeps folding until her wrist is bared and then he rubs his 
thumb over the flesh of it soothingly. 


“No one will be punished for who you prefer, just tell me and I will make it happen,” he says, 
and something about the warmth of him and the purr of his voice and the motion of his thumb 
make her mind quiet completely. 


The answer is obvious. “You,” she says on a shaky exhale, “all I can smell is you.” 


His arms wrap around her and she’s pulled tighter against his chest and it should be 
somewhat uncomfortable with how she’s sideways on his lap but he’s warm and solid and 
safe. “Oh sweetheart,” he says, kissing her temple, “you only had to ask.” 


And she isn’t aware that she had asked for anything, but then his bared wrist is in front of her 
face and there are pains in her stomach that are like hunger but not quite. “I don’t —“ she 
admits, breathing roughly through her mouth, “I don’t know what to do.” 


“You'll learn,” he says, and he brings his own mouth to his wrist and then there’s a small 
drop of blood and her mouth tingles and — his flesh parts around her new fangs easily and 
then she’s got his heartbeat in her mouth and it tastes like thunder and rain and the earth 
waking up and old trees and night skies. 


His voice comes from very far away. “Blood,” he’s saying, “‘is life. You need it to live now, 
darling, you can’t starve yourself anymore, I won’t let you. I need you too much for that.” 


Chapter End Notes 


As always, I encourage comments here and on tumblr. Talk to me, I am somehow in 
shadow and bone hell and I don't know how to get out. 


in which some questions are answered but she still doesn't know 
what's going on really 


Chapter Summary 


The problem is — well the problem is that she hasn’t been able to get a single answer. 
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Alright, here we all again. I gotta be real with ya'll, I am not like pre-writing here 
(nothing is finished but what I'm showing you) so I cannot promise this v. aggressive 
updating schedule my muse is letting me get away with is going to last. I mean, it might. 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The problem is — well the problem is that she hasn’t been able to get a single answer. 


But that problem is because of the other problem, and that problem is that she seems to get 
drunk from drinking blood. Which cannot be normal. Grisha drink blood regularly — how 
regularly? She doesn’t even know that! It cannot be as often as she is — they only take a few 
volunteers every week and with the number of Grisha in the army and the amount of blood 
she’s taking, well, maths had never been her favorite subject but even she can see that doesn’t 
add up. 


In any case, she’s fairly positive that Grisha don’t get drunk like she feels drunk from blood. 
Because if they did then some of the donor volunteers would’ve blabbed about it, even if they 
weren’t supposed to, and so the whole camp would know. 


But they don’t, so apparently it only happens to her. 


Or, and she’s not entirely sure this isn’t the cause, blood in general is fine, but blood from the 
General is...intoxicating. 


Honestly, that seems like the most reasonable explanation. But it’s also infuriating! Because 
he was in a good mood and she’s fairly sure she could’ve actually gotten an explanation the 
night before — he’d sat with her after she’d finished drinking for what felt like nearly an 
hour, talking about nothing really and she could’ve asked questions that mattered but instead, 
instead she’d been too distracted by the buzz in her skin and the glow of his smile and — 


The only blessing, small though it may be, is that she does not feel hungover when she wakes 
up. Of course, she has all of her regrets about missed opportunities, but her head feels fine. 


Or it does until she’s herded back into the carriage. 


Last night once the General had left her, Ivan had shown up and herded her into a tent and 
since she hasn’t been able to think of him as anything but a very determined sheep dog — 
and regretfully she seems to be the only sheep. 


She’d managed to escape him briefly this morning, but he seems to have taken the failing to 
heart and now if she stops too quickly he runs into her back. 


So, sighing, she settles back into the carriage regretfully. 


She had managed to get one question answered that morning, because Ivan hadn’t been quite 
awake enough to stop maybe-Fyodor from telling her. So she knew that the General was 
staying behind to cover their tracks (and now she wanted to know why they needed their 
tracks covered and where they were going and why they were going and —) and would catch 
up with them later, like he had the day before. 
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When she gets back into the carriage, fresh from their first short break that morning, and 
settles into her side, she’s joined by probably-Fyodor. 


“Alina, can I call you Alina?” he asks. 


He’s not touching her — and the distance feels very pointed as he still looms in aggressive 
friendliness. She offers him a confused nod and his smile gets bigger. 


“T am sorry if you thought we were terribly rude yesterday, Ivan was very stressed and so we 
all had to be on our best behavior so as not to drive him over the edge,” his accent gets 
thicker as his speech gets faster, “but today is better because you did not die yesterday, and so 
we can speak.” 


Ivan snaps, “Fedyor!” and leans across the gap to grab his friend and haul him back over to 
the other seat. 


Oh, so she’d been wrong about the name. She’s relived she hadn’t actually called him Fyodor 
now. 


“Ivan,” he mocks, before waving a hand through the air and settling into his seat, but he’s 
leaned forward all the way and still grinning at her, “Morozova asked me to make sure you’re 
comfortable, even as Ivan makes sure to keep you safe. And, so, I ask you what will make 
you happy and I’ll see if I can help.” The name sounds familiar, but she cannot place it, but 
it's nice of them to care. 


“Oh, thank you?” she says, and blinks before leaning forward as well, “I would feel more 
comfortable if I knew where we were going? And also why are we hiding our tracks? And 
how could I have been not a Grisha and now I’m a Grisha — but I swear I never thought 
blood smelled good before — And do you all have to drink multiple times a day? I haven’t 
seen any of you do it — is that an invasive question?” 


He leans back, hands up, and laughs at her — which is really rude and she can feel her spine 
stiffen as she leans back as well and then he’s staring at her with wide eyes — all of them are 
— and she’d not sure why. “I’m sorry — I didn’t — I wasn’t laughing at you, my lady, I just 
didn’t expect so many questions.” 


She blinks and the world comes back into focus. “Oh, sorry, I can go slower?” 


“No it’s fine,” he says assuredly, eyes still wide and wild and smile to match. “We’re going to 
Grishaville, which is why we have to hide our tracks — they always try to follow us and we 
don’t want any non Grisha-family to know where it is. You’ve always been Grisha, you just 
didn’t know it before. There are — well, it’s complicated but some Grisha only drink Grisha 
blood, like you, and others, like us,” he gestures around the carriage, “only need otkazat’sya 
blood.” 


One of the women, who still hasn’t introduced herself, makes a noise at that and Ivan snaps, 
“Zoya!” and Alina is starting to think she might be able to gather everyone’s names this way. 


Fedyor continues like he didn’t notice the interaction. “As for how many times you have to 
drink, you’ve been starving yourself, Miss Starkov, for a long time. When the children first 
come to us, the older ones usually need to drink every day or every other day for about two 
months before they normalize. For you? We don’t know.” 


“Most of us only need to drink about once a month, unless we get badly injured,” the newly 
named Zoya speaks up, rolling her eyes, “but until then you should make sure you’ re not 
drinking too much from any —“ 


“Zoya!” Fedyor snaps this time, “don’t —‘ 


“She should know!” she insists, pointing at Alina, and it’s a little condescending to be fair, 
and she’s sure she’s missing some nuance but yes, she would very much like to know. 
“Children,” she raises her voice as Fedyor tries to say something else, “rotate between five 
donors while they are adjusting and you will need more blood so you should — ack!” 


Fedyor has her in a headlock now and their wrestling disturbs the carriage enough that Alina 
has to brace a hand on the wall so as not to fall as they scrabble about and hit her shins. 


“Everyone shut up! Stop that!” Ivan snarls and suddenly it is silent in the carriage — 
completely silent. She can see Fedyor and Zoya and their mouths are still moving and even 
one slapping the other’s shoulder as they untangle doesn’t make any noise and — oh. 


Fedyor and Zoya make their way back to the bench on their side, and Ivan sits between them. 
Zoya tilts her chin and looks determinedly at the wall away from Fedyor who is offering her 
another smile. 


Alina clears her throat and the silence breaks abruptly, “So, five? You think I need at least 
five donors?” 


Zoya turns to look at her and there’s something in her dark eyes that Alina cannot put a name 
too, but it makes her want to fidget, uncomfortable. “Yes,” she agrees, slowly, eyes still 
tracing Alina’s face like she’s looking for something unexpected there. “If you take too much 
blood from a single donor too often it is not good for them.” 


Alina thinks about this a bit as the carriage rocks them back and forth. “Is there — it seems 
rude to ask to, er, drink from someone?” 


“It is an honor,” Ivan snarls, like he’s daring someone to contradict him. 
No one does. 


Alina, unsure where to go from there, settles back into her seat and turns her attention to the 
small window. They make it sound so practical — the need to drink blood. 


It does not feel practical when she’s holding his wrist to her mouth and — 


She doesn’t like the thought of drinking from someone else, but then, if she actually thinks of 
it as blood she doesn’t much like the thought of drinking it at all and, most importantly, she 
doesn’t want to hurt him. 


She wonders if he was disappointed the day before when she hadn’t fully embraced being a 
Grisha and clung to him. He hadn’t seemed disappointed but — 


She nods to herself and lets out a breath. Alright. Today she’ ll see if she can drink from one 
of the others. 


38 2K ok 


Everyone knows that the Grisha have their own place where they don’t allow outsiders, 
although few can decide on what it actually is. She’s seen it depicted as a cave, or something 
like it, by those who don’t like the Grisha, and as a village with a large manor by those who 
do. 


So the castle-fort is a surprise. 


Oh, there’s a village too, around it, but rising from the center is an impressively forbidding 
structure that makes it look like they expect to be under attack at any moment. 


Just as she’s about to step out of the carriage the General is there, offering her his hand. She 
takes it but for once he doesn’t manage to capture her attention more than anything else, and 
she continues to gaze up at the large stone structure. 


“Welcome, Alina,” his voice is a purr at her back as he uses a hand to push her forward. She 
cranes her neck around to see everything and lets him guide her, sure he won’t let her fall or 
run into anything. 


“ll give you the full tour tomorrow, I promise. But first, a bath and change of clothes, 
maybe?” She turns crimson at his words — it’s not her fault that she’s still wearing the same 
clothes she put on three mornings ago now, if it’s anyone’s fault it’s his for, for kidnapping 
her and — She looks up and meets his eyes and she can’t help but smile. He’s clearly teasing 
and he looks so amused with his dark eyes dancing and — 


“Yes,” she agrees, “that would be nice.” 
He hums and curls his arm further around her. “Come then, I’11 show you your rooms.” 


The walk takes longer than she thinks he probably intended, but there’s so much to look at 
she can’t help but stop and look and he lets her. 


“T was sorry not to see you yesterday,” he says, as they stop outside a solid wood door. 
“There were some complications and — “ 


“Fedyor explained,” she says, blinking up at him, “that you were doing something to lay a 
false trail.” 


He reaches out a brushes some of her hair back behind her ear. She tries not to shiver. “I was 
using glamour, to make false carriages for them to follow. They were more tenacious than 
expected this time, so I had to ride further than expected.” 


“You can use glamour to do that?” She’s heard of Grisha be-spelling, and everyone knows 
about their speed, but whenever glamour had been mentioned it was always to refer to their 
physical beauty and not...anything else. 


His grin widens, “Yes. You’ll be able to as well, once you’re stronger.” 
“It’s — what else, will I be able to do?” she can’t help but ask. 


He hums and tugs her slightly closer, fingers running through the hair at the back of her head 
until he has her head cradled in his palm and has her head tilted back so she can’t take her 
eyes off of him. “You’ll be able to do extraordinary things, darling, and I’m excited to 
discover what they are. Every Grisha is different, has different powers and different strengths. 
We can all use glamour, some better than others, we are all stronger and faster and more long 
lived than the abandoned, we all need blood to survive — but I cannot guess what your 
unique skills will be.” 


“Oh,” she breathes, and she’s not at all surprised when he pulls her closer into his embrace 
and presses her against the sturdy line of him. The kefta — his kefta that he gave her — lost 


his scent after the first night of her sleeping in it, so she takes his scent in with deep breathes 
and starts to feel light headed almost immediately. 


She’d already known, from feeding on Zoya and not feeling intoxicated that it was just him 
who did it to her, but the fact that it’s not just his blood but simply his scent is — and her 
mouth feels cool and ready and — 


He pulls back and offers her his wrist but she wrestles her mind back from intoxication 
forcefully. “They told me I can’t take blood from the same person too much without hurting 
them.” 


“Did they?” she can’t focus on his face, all of her attention on the heartbeat she can see in his 
wrist and her mouth aches and her head is light and focusing is so difficult. “That might be 
true of another Grisha, but you won’t hurt me, Alina.” 


She tries to resist, dragging her attention from his wrist to his face and, “Promise?” she lisps 
out. 


He laughs and her knees wobble. “I promise, dearest,” he says, brushing her hair back again 
and pressing his wrist against her lips and — 


Succumbing is inevitable. 


Zoya had not tasted bad, it had been nice, but it was like the difference between normal 
dinner or chocolate cake. Or maybe juice to the rich intoxication of wine. Or no, because she 
actually usually prefers juice to wine, maybe more like — like curling up in a camp bed or 
snuggling into your bed. 


Like coming home. 


She doesn’t let herself take much, before she’s pulling back and licking his wound and he’s 
using his thumb to wipe blood from her mouth and she doesn’t want that to go to waste. His 
eyes darken and he laughs again, this time she’s not able to not shiver. “Healing wounds is 
one of those common but not everyone can do it Grisha skills, Alina, so I suppose we do 
know one of your new powers.” His hand drops and he steps back abruptly. “Goodnight.” 


She stares at him, woozy and lost and realizes he’s waiting for her to go into her bedroom. 


So for lack of anything better to do, she does, stealing one last look back at him as the door 
shuts. 


He’s still standing there, watching her, thumb pressed against his lips. 
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Chapter Summary 


They bring her a glass of blood with her breakfast. It doesn’t taste bad — it’s similar to 
Zoya but it’s not her, and she’s not sure how she knows that. 


There is something odd about drinking blood from a glass that she doesn’t like. She 
thinks it’s probably how it oozes down the sides and puddles in a red smear. 
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They bring her a glass of blood with her breakfast. It doesn’t taste bad — it’s similar to Zoya 
but it’s not her, and she’s not sure how she knows that. 


There is something odd about drinking blood from a glass that she doesn’t like. She thinks 
it’s probably how it oozes down the sides and puddles in a red smear. 


Although, considering how odd it had felt to bite Zoya, it’s possible that a glass is, actually, 
best. 


“Another, miss?” she must have been staring at the glass longer than she thought, for the 
maid who brought her breakfast to ask. 


“Ah no, thank you though, miss...?” 


“My name is Ana, miss,” the maid bobs a curtsy and Alina is trying to do likewise — 
difficult while still seated — when she hears a laugh. 


“Thank you Ana,” says the General, “we can take it from here.” She bobs another curtsey and 
vanishes. “Alina, meet Genya.” And only then does she realize a woman has entered the 
room with him. 


“Ah,” this time she manages to get out of her seat to be polite and then the General is there, 
pressing her back down with gentle hands on her shoulders. 


“None of that is necessary,” he says, and takes the seat at her side as Genya settles across 
from her. 


Genya is, probably, the most gorgeous person that Alina has ever seen — but still she finds 
her attention pulled back to the General. And since, at the moment, Genya — watching her 
with a small smile and beautiful dancing eyes — doesn’t seem to be inclined to talk it’s fine. 


“Genya is the best we have at glamour,” he says, reaching out to grab a scone from the basket 
and buttering it while he talks. “She is also one of the teachers for the young ones, and is well 
versed in most of the gifts. So she’ll be able to spot some of yours, I’m sure.” 


“Oh,” Alina says, and like that has broken some sort of spell of silence, Genya laughs. 


Her laugh sounds like pure happiness — a babbling brook and sunshine and fresh wind in 
your hair and Alina is suddenly, terribly, self conscious. 


She’d bathed the night before — but only just, almost falling asleep in the tub. And then 
she’d slept on her wet hair, so it’s all kinds of messy. Although, even if she’d had a whole 
week to prepare she never could look like — 


“Did you know she could do that?” Genya asks, staring at her with wide eyes and 
interrupting her circling thoughts. 


The General’s hand is as warm as his voice. “No,” he says, fingers caressing her wrist, and 
she takes a deep breath. 


“Do what?” she asks. 


“T don’t have the patience to train anyone,” he says, “I take after my mother far too much for 
that.” He lifts her hand and presses a kiss to her pulse. “But I will be here, whenever you 
need me, treasure.” 


She’s wrong — Genya is not the most gorgeous person she’s ever seen — not when he smiles 
at her like that, laughter crinkling the corners of his eyes like a secret. 


“Plus,” Genya says, reaching into the basket to grab her own scone. “I’m delightful and much 
better for gossip than our illustrious leader,” she tsks her tongue and takes a satisfied bite as 
Alina giggles — all self consciousness forgotten. 
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“Do you happen to know what they told my superiors when they brought me here?” Alina 
asks, later, as Genya has her coloring a landscape. 


(“You have to see it to make it — this will help.” “This crayon has teeth marks in it.” 
“Alright, so yes, you are the oldest pupil I have ever taught, but it works for them and it’Il 
work for you. Suck it up, this is how I know how to teach you!”’) 


Genya hums and lifts her head from her own (much prettier) picture. 


“It’s only,” Alina continues, “my best friend was there and I know he’s going to be worried 
— we don’t go anywhere without the other and it’s not like me not to tell him where I’m 
going.” She bites her lip before their whole life story can spill out. 


“The king has been,” she pauses, tilts her head and hums, looking for the right word, her 
brilliant red hair cascading over her shoulder at the motion. “He’s been trying to encourage 
Kirigan to let a cartographer come here to ‘help us know our terrain’ for, oh, the past dozen 
years or so. Obviously Kirigan’s been refusing, it’s such an obvious ploy for the king to find 
out where we are.” She waves a hand through the air lightly. “In any case, according to 
Fedyor — and he’s usually to be believed about this kind of thing, but he cannot accurately 
report on any specific dates or times for anything, remember that! — Kirigan officially took 
him up on his offer, and you’re here! Our very own Cartographer Princess!” 


Alina is well aware that a blush has been steadily creeping up her face, and is in full bloom 
by the time Genya has come to a beaming end. “I’m not a princess.” 


Genya scoffs, brushing her hair back and shaking a finger at Alina, “You, my dear, are the 
closest we’re ever going to get to one, so let us enjoy it!” 


Alina picks up a purple crayon off the table and fiddles with it. “I just, I don’t understand 
why you think I’m so special.” 


Genya is suddenly standing up and her chair has fallen back with a clatter as she braces a 
hand on the table, ““You don’t — no one explained anything to you, did they?” 


Her voice is high enough at the end that Alina has to resist the urge to cover her ears. Instead 
she shakes her head and stares up at Genya. 


Letting out a deep breath and reaching up to rub at her temples, Genya nods to herself, rights 
her chair, sits back down and steeples her fingers in front of her. “Well never fear, because I 
am here and I know almost everything, so I'll explain whatever you need.” 


She takes another deep breath and raises a finger and begins in a lecturing tone. “There are 
three type of Grisha. High Grisha, Grisha, and The Fallen. Any one of us can become The 
Fallen.” She lets out another shaky breath and waves a hand through the air. “People...we fall 
for a variety of reasons, but we can discuss those later. But The Fallen are....us at our worst. 
They embody bloodlust and don’t care about anything but getting more blood — from 
anyone.” 


Genya takes a deep breath and reaches out to grab a napkin from the table. She wipes at her 
hands a few times before she begins to twist it between her fingers, and then she starts to 
slowly shred it. Which is slightly alarming since the napkin is tight weave linen and she’s 
shredding it like a leaf. 


“The regular Grisha — just Grisha — are like me! We need a blood meal from an otkazat’sya 
about every month or so, and we have gifts! We all have some of the same gifts, like —*‘ 


“Yes, Alina interrupts, “glamour and speed and so on — he — the General told me. But you 
keep using the term otkazat’sya,” her tongue feels tangled around the word, “‘and I don’t 


entirely understand it. Is it just non Grisha?” 


Genya pauses, blinks, and her hand creeps up to her mouth. “You — you’re still — you’re 
still calling him the General?” her hand does not do a good job in muffling her laughter. 


Alina feels her temper sharpen — she’s never liked being laughed at and she’s asking 
questions and she wants answers. “Yes,” she says, curt and cold and Genya’s laughter cuts 
off. 


She clears her throat roughly twice, hand that was covering her mouth moving to her throat 
protectively. “Most of us call him Kirigan,” she says, carefully, “at least, when we aren’t on 
campaign with him. I am sure he would be happy for you to call him that.” 


Frowning Alina waves that away. “The otkazat’sya?” 


“Yes, um, that’s just non Grisha. We call them the abandoned because of a legend — I’ll get 
you a book about it later. It’s an interesting story.” 


Alina nods and sits back, satisfied. 


“We all have specialties — or unique gifts on top of the ones that The General told you 
about,” Genya continues, quickly. “Like Ivan can cast silence on a space — I’m not sure what 
his range is these days — and Zoya is who you call if you need to make it rain.” 


Alina nods, and reaches for her cup of tea. 


Genya reaches for her cup as well, and Alina belatedly realizes that Genya’s hands are 
shaking and that the room is terribly cold. Glancing over she sees that the fire has gone out. 


“Tell me about the High Grisha?” she asks as she gets up to go and see to the fire. 


“High Grisha are...Rare,” Genya says, choosing her words carefully. “The General is one, 
and you are another.” 


Being in the same category as the General makes her smile, and finally one of the twigs she’s 
poking at catches fire off of an ember. 


“High Grisha only drink Grisha blood, and are more powerful and...” 


Alina puts the fire poker in its stand and walks back to her chair at the table. “And?” she 
prompts Genya when she doesn’t immediately continue. 


“Most Grisha,” she says, “fall...sooner or later. We don’t age unless we don’t have access to 
blood for an extended period of time, but eventually the years press and we....fall.” She 
fiddles with the shredded remains of her napkin. “The General has been able to bring some of 
us back — but depending on what we’ve done while we were fallen, well, death is a mercy.” 


Alina reaches out to cover Genya’s hand with her own, and the other woman immediately 
turns her hand over and clutches Alina’s hand. 


“There’s a legend — there was supposedly a pair of High Grisha back a millennia ago, and 
they were able to do something so that there were no Fallen at all — there was peace for all 
of us until they were killed.” Genya meets Alina’s eyes, her gaze intense and Alina cannot 
look away. “There has only been one High Grisha for a very long time, Alina, but now you’re 
here and you’re one as well and we’re all hoping for a miracle.” 


Alina feels the weight of responsibility, and all she can manage is a very small, “Oh.” She 
can maybe see why no one else wanted to tell her. 
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“T’m not going to be able to leave here anytime soon, am I?” she asks the General the next 
time she sees him. 


He stops but doesn’t look at her, she can see from his profile that his expression is suddenly 
blank where before he’d been smiling over at her. “You want to leave?” 


“No!” she havens to reassure him. “It’s just — my best friend —“ 


He tilts his head and some of the blankness melts away as he considers her. “There are some 
otkazat’sya in town, of course, but they’re all family to Grisha, however far removed.” 


“Mal is my family!” she pleads, hands before her chest. “We were orphans and raised 
together and —* 


“You believe he is more loyal to you than the army, than the kingdom?” The General asks, 
reaching out to touch her cheek with the tips of his fingers. “I am sure they are aware that the 
two of you are close, and they are probably attempting to bribe him now, should he be able to 
get the information from you about where this place is.” 


“He is, yes,” she nods, decisive. 


He smiles at her and tucks some of her hair behind her ear. “Very well. P’1l send someone for 
him. Write down his full name and squad, and anything that will help to be sure we’re 
bringing you the correct Mal.” 


“Thank you,” she says, hugging him quickly. Or she means it to be quick. But then his arms 
are firm around her. 


After a moment he pulls back enough to tilt her chin up. “I would do anything to see you 
happy. Try not to take too much advantage, love.” 


His lips are warm against her forehead and she is more happy than she can describe. 
ok 2 ok 
The glass of blood at dinner is his and she has to stop herself from wiping up the remains 


with a finger so that she doesn’t leave any behind — and she only is able to stop because 
Genya is there, eating alongside her with small graceful bites. 


“T’m worried I’m not going to be able to help,” she confesses during a lull in conversation, 
tipsy off of him. 


Genya snorts, “Are you kidding? You’re already helping — okay, not with the Fallen, yet, but 
none of us have ever seen the General this happy.” 


She makes a face. “But you think...with the legend?” 


“Oh well, look,” and Genya leans forward, folding her hands and meeting her eyes, “yes, we 
all want the legend to be true. But even if it’s not, the General has gotten very good at helping 
the Fallen, it just takes a lot out of him. So worst case scenario there will be two of you able 
to help.” She looks distressed for a moment. “You’re not — you’re not upset that I told you 
about it, are you?” 


“No, no!” Alina hastens to assure her, reaching out and grabbing her hand and giving it a 
reassuring squeeze. “I’m very glad I know, I’m just...you’re all treating me like I’m special 
and I don’t want to disappoint.” 


“You couldn’t,” Genya squeezes her hand back and offers her a smile, “even if you tried, you 
couldn’t disappoint us.” 


This is not as reassuring as she thinks Genya means it to be, she’s never been anything but 
Alina and she’s starting to feel the pressure. But Genya doesn’t need to know that. “Alright,” 
she says with a laugh, pulling her hand back and picking up her fork again, “but you can’t be 
too upset with me when I have no super special powers or anything.” 


Genya gives a shockingly un-lady like snort. “I hope you’re kidding again. Not just anyone 
can break my glamour you know — or Ivan’s silence. Honestly I think his pride is a little hurt 
over it, but hell get over it quickly.” 


Alina isn’t sure if that is supposed to make sense to her, and for a moment she considers just 
letting it go. She’s tired and it’s been a very long day — the first of many, likely. But this is 
about her and she’s starting to think that while her questions have gotten answered she hasn’t 
even known which questions to ask. So with a sigh and another bracing bite of food she asks. 
“What do you mean?” 


“T did think it was possible you hadn’t noticed. I always keep a few glamours up, because it’s 
good practice to hold them for extended periods of time. Four times today you’ve snapped 
them back and I’ve had to rebuild them.” She considers, “which 1s also good practice, just of 
a different sort. And you broke Ivan’s Silence twice, in the carriage, apparently, with your 
voice. I’m sure he’ll get over it, but give him a few days.” 


“T didn’t...know I was doing that?” Alina tries to think back to the carriage ride, and she 
remembers how shocked Zoya was when she first spoke to her — and then the second time 
as well, after their wrestling had gone completely quiet. She’s not sure about the glamour — 
so after another bite of dinner she asks, specifically, what she broke and Genya is more than 
happy to tell her. 


By the time the meal is finished her brain is swimming in information and she doesn’t even 
have time to worry about expectations before she’s sinking blissfully into sleep. 
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Chapter Summary 


It took the carriage three days to get to the fort — and so presumably it will take anyone 
else three days to go from the fort back to the camp, and then with three days there and 
three days back, and probably best to add in a day to be on the safe side — the soonest 
she could probably see Mal is a week, she decides. 
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It took the carriage three days to get to the fort — and so presumably it will take anyone else 
three days to go from the fort back to the camp, and then with three days there and three days 
back, and probably best to add in a day to be on the safe side — the soonest she could 
probably see Mal is a week, she decides. 


But of course he might not be in camp when they get there, or he might not be able to leave 
right away or — 


She tells herself she won’t bother anyone about him until almost two weeks have passed, so 
that she doesn’t seem like a pest. 


But the knowledge that Mal is coming, that her family will be with her soon, is enough to 
keep her feet light throughout the day of what seems like the exact same exercises as the day 
before, with a similar lack of results. 


On the third day of the exact same exercises even her excitement over Mal starts to dim. And 
it’s not that the exercises are awful, but it just all seems so pointless when she can’t do any of 
the things Genya is asking her to do. 


Genya, of course, reminds her that she’s been starved her whole life and that will take time to 
overcome. She is still, after all, having a glass of blood at breakfast and one at dinner every 
day — the General joins her for breakfast, and occasionally lunch, and the glass at dinner is 
always his blood. 


On the fourth day, instead of leading her to one of the dozens of places they’ve done their 
visualizing and coloring, Genya leads her outside and to a small yard where she’s never been. 
Zoya is standing there, in loose clothing, holding bandages in each hand. 


“T think you’re getting too in your head — these things take time and you’re starting to get 
frustrated when you shouldn’t be,” Genya says, reaching out to start to unbutton the buttons 
on Alina’s kefta with deft fingers. “So we’re going to start doing some physical activity every 
day, and since I enlisted Zoya it will also help you learn how to protect yourself and help 
build your muscle.” 


Alina protests, “I have muscle!” 
“Sure,” Zoya snorts, “for an otkazat’sya.” 


She tosses one of the bundles of bandages to Alina, who fumbles the catch — but Genya is 
there, snagging it from the air and holding them out with a bright grin. 


“We aren’t going to start with any contact, but it’s good for you to know how to wrap your 
hands and how it feels,” Zoya stalks forward and with a flourish starts to slowly wrap one of 
her hands with the bandages. 


After a beat, Alina follows suit. 


Once Zoya is satisfied with Alina’s first hand — which she had to redo four times — she 
speaks again. “Now, I assume Genya told you what I’m known for?” 


“Making rain,” Alina responds, fairly quickly, because that’s not one of the skills she’s ever 
seen done and it just sounds amazing. 


Zoya drops the bandage she is just starting to wrap around her other hand and points at 
Genya, “We were seven!” 


Genya is covering her mouth with a hand, shoulders shaking with amusement, “You said you 
were the Rain Queen and we weren’t to forget it.” 


“We were seven!” Zoya runs her fingers through her hair and tugs hard enough that Alina 
winces for her. 


“You ruined my drawing,” Genya continues. 


“We.” Zoya takes a deep breath through her mouth and lets it out through her nose. “Were.” 
She reaches down to grab her bandages. “Seven.” 


And Genya just smiles. 


“Do you,” Alina asks, after it becomes clear Zoya won’t stop glaring and Genya won’t stop 
smiling, “not make it rain?” She tries to focus on wrapping her other hand, but although she 
did the one this one is, well, backwards, and it trips her up. 


“No, I mean —‘“ Zoya huffs out another breath and quicker than Alina can follow suddenly 
has her left hand wrapped and is reaching out to help Alina with hers. “I can. But there are a 
dozen or more of us who can, what’s impressive to a seven year old doesn’t hold water to the 
rest of us. What I’m known for is being the best fighter — I’m the strongest and the fastest.” 
She tucks the loose end of Alina’s bandage away and pats her hand. 


“Except for the General,” Genya chirps. 


“Yes, except for,” Zoya pauses, head tilted towards Genya and then finishes slowly, “The... 
General.” She shakes her head and then wraps a gentle hand around Alina’s arm to move her 
forward. “So Ill be the one helping you train for fighting. I’m sure you know some, but as 
you get your strength back you want to make sure not to hurt yourself or anyone you don’t 
mean to hurt.” 


“Super,” Alina says as she flexes her fingers. 


She’s already foreseeing aching muscles in her future. She never should’ ve complained about 
the crayons. 
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Alina hasn’t come up with a good way to ask whose blood she’s drinking — but she’s fairly 
sure today is Zoya’s blood again. 


(She tries not to hope that having donated will slow the Suli woman down a little — she 
knows she’ll be disappointed. It’s only been three days since she’s started training half the 
day with her and even though she’d thought herself fairly fit, she’s still breathless before the 
exercises are done.) 


“Good?” The General asks when she puts the glass down, having finished the last of it, 
smiling at her. 


She’s used to blushing at breakfast these days, so she just wrinkles her nose at him and 
ignores the heat in her cheeks. “I’m not padding your ego by telling you that your blood is 
better.” 


He preens, grin widening and running a hand through his hair before leaning across the table. 
“But mine is?” 


“T already said I’m not telling you!” she protests, and grabs a piece of muffin off her plate to 
shove in her mouth so she can’t give in and say more. 


He laughs at her, reaching out and brushing the crumbs from her cheek. “Fine. I'll just have 
to live with the disappointment.” His hand drops and he selects a few thick slices of bacon for 
his plate. “Unfortunately I am destined for disappointment — I’m going to have to go away 
for at least a week. Hopefully not longer.” He gives her a hangdog expression that makes the 
sinking of her heart feel more manageable. 


“Oh, of course,” she says, and she’s doing her best to keep her voice even — but he must be 
better at reading her than she thinks or she does a poorer job than she thinks, because he’s out 
of his seat and crouching next to her chair in the next instant. 


“T would not leave you if I had a choice, Alina, but the King is demanding my presence and 
to keep all of us safe I must go.” He captures her hand and presses his lips to her fingertips. 
“Genya and Zoya and the others will keep you safe, and help you train. But if you need me, 
have Genya take you to Anya and she can get a message to me instantly.” 


She nods and tries to smile and squeezes his hand. “I'll miss our breakfasts,” she says, “but I 
really do understand.” 


“Good,” he says, and presses another kiss to her skin before standing and returning to his side 
of the table and the rest of his breakfast. 
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Alina aches in places she didn’t even know she had, she cannot do a full set of the exercises 
Zoya is trying to teach her without screwing up her form, and she still cannot manage a single 
tiny glamour despite all the practice in the world. Or, at least, almost seven days of practice. 


“T am the worst High Grisha ever,” she announces into the heavy wet air of the sauna. 
Genya, Zoya, Marie and Nadia all snicker at her. 


“We'll forgive you the meltdown because we’ ve all had to practice with Zoya before,” Marie 
says, ignoring Zoya’s indignant protests, “and because you don’t know all our history yet, but 
I promise that you are not the worst.” 


Alina lifts the washcloth from her eyes and props herself up enough to peer at the other 
woman and give her an arched eyebrow. “Really?” 


“Yes,” Nadia agrees, “but Genya should tell it — she’s the best at stories!” 


“Ugh,” do I have to?” Genya doesn’t lift her washcloth or her head, completely stretched out, 
flat on her back, on one of the benches in the small steamy building. 


“Yes,” Zoya says, leaning over and splashing more herbed water on the heated stones. “Or 
we'll tell the General that you refused to tell our Alina when she wanted to know.” 


Genya seems to consider this for a moment before groaning, “I hate you,” and rolling onto 
her side. She props her head up on a hand and reaches for some of the drinking water. “Fine, 
I'll do it, but no interruptions — that means you Marie!” 


Marie snickers as Genya stretches before sitting up, crossing her legs, and leaning forward. 


“Once upon a time — a time long before any who now draw breath had set foot on the Earth, 
before the countries as we know them existed — the Grisha and the otkazat’sya lived together 
in harmony,” she begins. And between the scent of herbs in the steam and the dimness of the 
light in the room, it’s easy for Alina to close her eyes and let Genya’s voice take her away. 


Back then there werent multiple types of Grisha — there were only what we now call High 
Grisha. They drank from each other and protected the otkazat sya, and the otkazat sya didn t 
fear them because they used their powers to help everyone. 


Of course, while the majority of people lived happily together, now and again someone would 
get the idea that they wanted to be in charge. Sometimes it was a Grisha with delusions of 
grandeur, sometimes a otkazat sya. But always the community would come together and work 
to subdue the troublemaker. 


One day an otkazat sya had gotten it into his head that the Grisha were an affront to a new 
god, and so the community came together to vanquish him. 


On this day one of the Grisha, Erik, declined to join the group going to take care of the 
problem. He liked to work in his lab and didn t want to be taken away from what he saw as a 
far better use of his time. 


But his wife, Laika, a Grisha was amazing healing abilities did choose to go. 


And although she was a great healer, the best that had ever existed some said, she was unable 
to use her skills to heal herself. And as sometimes happens, luck did not favor her that day, 
and a stray arrow from the power mad otkazat sya struck her and killed her. The rest of the 
group was able to subdue the tyrant, but it was a high price to pay. 


Erik, when he was told, said nothing and returned to his lab. 


The community tried to reach out to him, tried to offer him comfort and support — but he 
turned them away. He told them he had very important business in his lab and was not 
interested in what they had to say. They continued to offer, and he continued to rebuff all of 
their attempts, spending all of his time in his lab, barely coming out in order to eat. 


After thirteen weeks he finally emerged. 
He finally went to Laika’s grave — and the community was relieved to see him cry. 


The worst was past, they thought, he was mourning now and would embrace the community 
again. 


They went to sleep that night comforted. 


The next day, over half of the community was ill — Grisha and otkazat sya alike. None of the 
Grisha healers were as good as Laika had been, and none of them were able to do anything 
for the illness. It was fast moving and had come from nowhere, they thought. 


The next day, the deaths started. 


That was when Erik came out of his lab again. ‘You let my love die,’ he said, ‘she who could 
have saved you. And now you will all know my loss.’ And so saying he grabbed a knife and 
plunged it into his heart. 


“IT know, Marie,” Genya’s voice changes, but when Alina blinks open her eyes and images 
she’d seen playing out behind him are still there, present on the walls. “I will say at this point 
that there are inconclusive records of his death, and some claim to have seen him after this.” 


She clears her throat and then her voice returns to its singsong quality. This time Alina 
watches the story play out against the steam of the sauna. 


Quickly the community realized that Erik had been working to create the disease in his lab, 
and had poisoned the well when he’d come out to visit Laika’ grave. The scientists tried to 
create an antidote, but he’d destroyed everything related to the creation of the disease. 


A council of Grisha — all of those who were still healthy, gathered. Erik had been their 
greatest scientist, but they were determined. 


Before the end of the week they had a cure...and the main component of the cure was Grisha 
blood. High Grisha blood. 


They gave it to everyone within the community who was ill, Grisha and otkazat sya alike. And 
as they drained themselves to save their friends and family, they got weaker and weaker. The 
ill Grisha never fully recovered. But the ill otkazat sya, those who were given the blood....they 
began to grow stronger. 


Once the danger had passed and no one was ill, a fourth of the community had passed into 
the shadow veil and all those who remained standing were Grisha — just Grisha. There 
wasn t a single High Grisha left. 


“And that,” Genya says, voice normal again, “is the story of Erik, the worst High Grisha 
ever.” 


Alina blinks and the images of the community fade back into steam. “Alright,” she says, “so 
I’m the second worst.” 


Zoya throws a ladle full of herbed water at her, “how can you even say that, after that lovely 
glamour?” 


Wiping water from her face, Alina wrinkles her nose. “What glamour?” 
“The story,” Marie sighs, “it was just how I always pictured it. You did a lovely job.” 
“That was Genya,” Alina points out and is surprised when Genya laughs. 


“T can’t talk and create a glamour that detailed, Alina, that was definitely you.” She lays back 
down. “I guess you were right, Zoya, we just needed to take her mind off it.” 


Alina stares around, and then back at the steam before smiling and lying back down herself. 
Maybe she’s not the second worst High Grisha either. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thank you to everyone for your kind words. In a shocking turn of events that's what 
seems to be motivating me for this story instead of the usual (the usual is spite). 


Um, a few notes. I will now officially not be answering some of the questions ya'll could 
ask. Expect to see more shrugs in your future! But I do still love asks and comments and 
all of that -- and I actually really like when ya'll guess and theorize, so please feel free to 
keep doing that? 


Uh, love love. <3 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


